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pletion. It was a triumphant angelic figure, heroic size,
gracefully poised on a marble pedestal, altar-shaped; an
exquisitely modelled hand shading the eyes which gazed
into the far horizon, entranced by some distant radiance.
It occurred to me that no man could have invested those
eyes with such an expression of serenity and certitude unless
he himself was convinced, beyond all doubt, that something
was to be seen Out There. The statue was august in its
simplicity. It had all the combined delicacy and strength of
a Canova. On the face of the altar-shaped pedestal there was
engraved, in Gothic lettering and in high relief, a text which
was not decipherable from where I stood. My movement
for a better view caught the sculptor's attention. He must
have seen that I was impressed.
"Come in," he said, cordially. "My name is Randolph.
Anything I can do for you?"
"My name is Hudson. I have been looking about for a
suitable epitaph to have engraved on a tombstone."
Randolph leaned over and pointed down with the handle
of his mallet.
"How do you like this one ?" he asked.
The inscription read, "Thanks Be to God Who Giveth
Us the Victory."
"Means nothing to me!" I remarked, rather testily, I fear.
"If there is a God, He probably has no more interest in any
man's so-called victory, which can always be circumstantially
explained, than in the victory of a cabbage that does well in
a favourable soil."
"Then you're related to God same as a cabbage/* chuckled
Randolph. "That's good." He resumed his work^ deftly
tapping his chisel. "I used to think that," he went on, talking